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day was bright and windless ; and by 1.30 they
were about 400 feet below a conspicuous block of
ice and 600 feet below the North Col, still on
the gentle slopes of the corridor. Here they
rested for a time till the porters, following on
three separate ropes, came up. Then the whole
party advanced again, carefully indeed but
unsuspicious of danger.
They had proceeded only 100 feet, Somer-
vell leading, and rather up the slope than across
it, and the last party of porters had barely begun
to move up in his steps, when all of a sudden they
were startled by "an ominous sound, sharp,
arresting, violent and yet somehow soft like an
explosion of untamped gun-powder." Mallory
had never before heard such a sound. But
he knew instinctively what it meant. He ob-
served the surface of the snow break and pucker.
Then he was borne slowly downward in the mov-
ing surface, carried along by an irresistible force.
He managed to turn out from the slope so as to
avoid being pushed headlong and backwards
down it. And for a second or two he seemed
hardly to be in danger as he went quietly sliding
down with the snow. Then the rope at his waist
tightened and held him back. A wave of snow
came over him and he was buried. All seemed
to be up with him. But he remembered that the
best chance of escape in such a situation was by
swimming. So he thrust out his arm over his
head and went through the motions of swimming